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Shells
Jacy Seltzer
Down the street there was a shell of a house. One day builders came some ten years ago
to create this masterpiece from scratch. My father asked who the house was for.
“Oh, some rich banker’s daughter,” they said.
Out of their hands they created a foundation mixed with sweat and the tears from many
hours of hard labor.
Next came the walls. The massive structure began to take shape. And then, one day, they
packed up and left. The house remained a shell with no roof. Day after day the wooden beams
collapsed, and the wind weaved around the gaps. Animals called it home and so did teenagers
looking for a good time. Broken bottles and condoms decorated the interior.
At least they gave it life.
One day I decided to visit this ruin. I laced up my boots and trudged through the thick
overgrowth. Crunching on glass I paused right in the middle of what would have been the main
entrance. Somewhere a bird chirped to grab my attention. It was a sweet sound. I licked my lips,
the sweat salty but not as unpleasant as I thought. I wiped my face with a rag and continued on
my journey. Crunching through dead leaves I sat right down in the vast space, careful to avoid
wood beams that had rotted into the shape of daggers.
Pulling out my sketchbook I ran my hand over the course cover and began to draw.
By early evening I made my way back through the vast overgrowth, tired of my mission.
At the dinner table my father looked at me through tired eyes and asked what I did that
day. I pulled out my sketchbook and handed it to him, no words leaving my lips. He studied the
intricate sketch, his expression unreadable before mumbling under his breath, “It’s not complete
Bobby.”
I paused in my bedroom doorway after dinner, taking in my walls filled head to toe with
sketches ranging from my neighbor’s dog to my urban exploration findings. Each had a unique
flair but an element that I was notorious for. A missing element, an incomplete sketch. I rested
my latest one on the desk and crawled into bed. These sketches glared down at me from their
resting places on the wall. These shells.
These shells of me.

